CIRCUS AT WORLD'S END            Peter

Hoycgood

I marked no rout on the distant mountain;
I heard no cries and I saw no flares.
If one had come on a sacred fountain,
Doubtless he came on it unawares.
I saw no sprays in the hands of maidens,.
Culled when the dews lay on the lawn;
And only the mail-plane's snoring cadence
Welcomed the equinoctial dawn.

For the days were gone when the green fire's glamour

Leapt to enkindle the heart's red flame

To reckless riot and cruel clamour,

Or joyous chanting and greenwood game.

Gone was the Maenads' frenzied yelling,

The fear-crazed quarry, the human pack,

The hunting horn and the deep note helling

The dawn-response from the forest track.

Gone, and with them half of the meaning,
Half of the virtue of park and lawn;
His but a tame and meagre gleaning
Who creeps to his toil in the holy dawn,
Here, through the park, where the dew-drenched
grasses
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